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An' a mail-boat reskied Harry an' I (which corned

of pious prayers),
Which brings me here a-kickin' my heels in the

port of Buenos Ayres.

I'm bound for home in the ' Oronook,' in a suit of

looted duds,

AD.B.S. a-earnin' a stake by helpin' peelin' spuds,
An' if ever I fetch to Prince's Stage an' sets my

feet ashore,
You bet your hide that there I stay, an' follers the

sea no more.